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MY OUNCLE'’S GARRET-WIN- 


DOW, 


A PANTOMIMIC TALE, 


(Continued. ) 


I AM tired of this tete-altete, 


Ts nothing tobe discovered in the | 


other apartments? Stay! did I 
tell you, my dea* uncle, that there 
is an old lumber-room, which joins 
Edward’s forsaken bed-chamber ? 
As nobody ever enters this place, 


. except to store away empty boxes, 


or useless furniture, Wil'y is here 
‘*gien “Pitetruption, and has 

rdingly selected it for his puint- 
ing-r Here he passes hour 
after Nur, in scratching and deub- 
ing, and ‘here he is established at 
this very moment. 
loured prints are stretthed against 







“ 


.the wall, and he often suspends his 
work, to gaze in admiration upon 


the gorgeous assemblage of reds, 
and blues, and greens, and yellows ; 
an assemblage, however, which he 
is unable to rival in his present 


~ performance ; for he has emptied 
all his shells of paint, and has no 


better resource thzn his ink-stand. 


The work is complete. He 


see ms to be mightily pleased with 


The two co- | 








ga ere 


, 





i. He opens the window, \ and 
holds the piece ¢f paver out of it, 
waving it back wariis «ind forwards, 
in orde*'tha’ the ink (which: fe 
has not spared) may dry in the open 
air the sooner. If ‘he would but 
turn himself ever so little ‘to the 


a 
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rig’t, I should be able to favotit’. 


him with my opinion: of his Ber>, 
formance. 


That wil I do, my hi iittle, 


friend ! Upon my word, very cle='. 


ver! L never siw a more Stething 
resemblance ! ’Tis the aunt’s ‘pr 0- 
file, andes ugly as life ! There ig: 
no mistaking it ; not .a wrinkle 
about the corners of her lit le fiery 
eyesis emitted; the twist of her 
nose is hit off to a nicety, and the 
f.\ling in of her toothless mouth, 


7 a 


(though perhaps rather-overdone) 


is excellently preserved: nay. he 


has not forgoiten even the great - 


wart, with which her chin is decos 
rated. Tobe sure, it is nota flat- 
tering one, but the portrait is the 
very counterpart of nature in, all 
her undisguised deformity, But 
what can have induced the young 
rogue to employ his pencil, or ra- 
ther his pen, on such an unpromis- 
ing subject ? This is the first ca» 
ricature, that I ever saw him ate 
tempt ; and ifit should fall into the . 
hands ‘of the original, I am afraid 


that the painter’s reward would‘by . 
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NO me@ans.ve of ihe most satisfat- || he goes. “Lhe empty © coicur 


tory nature. 

He still stands before the win- 
dow, and seenis to.be heiding forth 
to himself. He uses a great deal 
of s:iff action, as if he was repeat- 
ing a speech ont of a piay. He 
stops, and appears embarrassed. 
Now he takes a book from the ta- 
bie, looks into it, sets it upright and 
open against the window, and pro- 
ceeds aguin in his recitation with 
renewed spirit. I think I can make 
outa G andan F. ... Stay !. oh! 
I see— Guy’s Fables.”—-Every 
now and then he stops, and lacks 
anxiously up the street ;—’ts by 
that way that his” aunt always 
comes, and this is about the time 
that she usually pays her evening 
visit. 

I have it! I have it !—He, has 
some favour'to ask of his aunt, and 
hopes to bribe her to grant it by 
repeating a newly-acquired fable 
of Guy, and by shewing her, that 
he has past the time of her absence 
in retracing her beloved resem- 
blance. Oh! poor Willy! 1 fear 
that if such is your intention, your 
portrait will be thought much too 
like to be plessing. It seems, by 
his looking so often into the street, 
he is not aware, that Senipronia 
has been in the house above this, 
haif-hour. : 


- He begitis to suspect, for he 
puis his drawing invo his pocket, 
it 4 tric olen ee & 
gives a parting-look to his tawdry 
pints, takes up the box containing 


the empty co.oursheiis, and away! 


ot 
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shells? There then..we have tie 
key of the whole mystery} He is 


| ambitions of making a picture all 


red and yellow, like his favourite 
prints ; but his colour-sheils nust 
first be replenished, and this then 
isthe favour, to obtain. which, he 


has given himself so much trou- 
ble. . 
Cordelia has just returned to the 
drawing-room. She is already 
gone again. She only looked ata 
card’ which was stuck over the 
mantle-piece, took a key fiom a 


‘bunch which was inthe drawer of 


her writing. table, and immediate- 
ty left the room with it. 


Willy has entered the drawing- 
room.- He has heard his. auni’s 
voice in the adjoining closet, for he 
advances towards it. Probably the 


‘tone is not encouraging, for. he he- 


sitates, and opens the door softly 
and by degrees, in order to recon- _ 
noitre the fieid of uction, before he - 

commences the attack. Senpro- 
nius iooks as .black as a iive lob- 
ster, and his sister as red as a boil- 
ed one.—Willy seems not to ad- 


| mire the appearance of either, and 








draws. his littie curly- head back 
again: but his aunt» is already 
aware of the youns spy’s vicinity, 
and before he cun effect a retreat, 
she bas taken him into custody — 
Now thea, placing him between 
her knees, and compeliing him to 
iook her full in the face, (how can 
she be so barbarous ?) she insists 
upon his making an exact confes-* 
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sion. Perhaps, sue suspects, that 
his mother had sent him to over- 
hear what she was saying to Semi- 
pronius, 


The poor child weeps, and pro- 
tests his innocence. Now she los- 
es all patience, and drags him by 
the arm to the window, which. she 
opens. What! Is she threaten- 
ing to.throw him out of it, unless 
he instantly confesses himself 
guilty? No, no; not so bad as 
that ! She is only going to. bring 
forward a proof of the truth of her 
charge, so convincing that there 
can be no denying it. She points 
to the story above ; she holds a 
sheet of paper out of the window, 
and waves it, justas Willy did the 
portrait. She saw him then, and 
probably thought, that he wus 
making signs to somebody. in tlie 
street. Did she take the paper 
for a letter? Perhaps, too, for one 
written by his mother. Wus. there 
ever such a lynx in’ petticoats ! I 
am half afraid, that her keen eyes 
will discover me with my telescope 
at the Garret-window, and then 
shall be suspected to be the lover 
in this romance ! Fortunately, this 
business can be easily explained. 
Don’t be so frightened, my little 
friend! you need only put your |! 
hand. in your left pocket, and your 
deceiver will be confounded. 


And that is exactly < what he | 
does: with trembling hand he 


draws forth the last production of 


his genius. She opens it eagerly ! 
Nay ; there is certainly no mistak- 
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ing the subject, ahd now, Wisiy» 


now !. there’s a giorions “stibject 


for your pencil! “Le Bruns pas- 


sions exhibit nothing to be compar- 


ed with ic! Uniuckily, she does 


_not allow him time to study’ her. 


To tear the paper into a thousand 
pieces, to apply so hearty a slip 


‘on his. cheek,’ as ‘lefi five white 


marks behind it, seize him by. the’ 
arm, andturn him out of the room, 


' slapping the door in his face, was 


the work of but a single ‘moment. 
The unfortunate litle artist retires 


| sobbing, to mourn over the annili- 





' 


lation of all his air-bui.t castles. 


The closet-conferrence too is at 
anend. Our beloved aunt has 
done all the mischief in her pow- 
er, sees no prospect of doing more 
at present, and therefore takes ber . 
departure, quite satisfied with her- 
seif. 


I assure you,. my dear uncle, I 
do not like the leok of, this, busi-— 
ness at all. . Cordelia went out, 


| just ag the postman was ‘going 


t 
| 
' 
| 
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| 


' 
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, thro igh the streets she sent the 
id footman back for something, 
and seized the moment of his ab- 
“sence to give a letter into the poste 
man’s care ; there wasa hurry in, 
her manner of giving it, and she 
coloured so suddenly and so deep- 
| Ty, that I am certain, there was 
some mystery in the business, In 
all probabiiity, this letter was an 


' answer to that which she received 


| from the -milliner. 


I begin. to 
grow very uneasy ; it is at least 


certain, that Cordelia carries on a 
V2 
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correspondence unknown tor her | 


husband, with some person in Lon- 

don, for it was not the general 
. las 

post. by which the letter was’ for- 


warded. 


Sempronius is still elone in his 
He seems in « brown 
study : sometimes he walks up and 
down the chainber, rubbing his 
forehead with bis hand thought- 
fully: sometimes, he beats the de- 
viil’s tuttoo, sitting in his elbow 
chair: at this moment he is play- 
ingy upon the table vith his fingers, 
but evidently without attending te 
wit he is about. 


own room. 


Hark ! a knock at his door! 
What! Sempronia retuined so 
soon ? Itis very unusual for her to 
mike two visits in one evening. 
W iat triumph = she 
wears ! She musi have done some 
notale nischief, she looks so hap- 
py. She puts me in imind at this 
moment of her pretotype Milton’s 
Serpent: 


un alr of 


—‘* Hope clevates, and joy 
Brightens her crest.”— 


The door opens ; she goes in, 
but her companion remains in the 
streci. Surely, ] have seen that 
fcllow’s fuce before; as I hope to 
live, the very postman, : to whom 
Cordelia confided her letter! He 
1s trying a piece of money with 
his teeth !. A bribe, no doubt. and 
if the fellow received it from Sem- 
pronia, alas! for poor Cordeiia’s 
secret. 


The aunt throws open the study 








door, and with a look ci exuitction, 
slips down a letter upon the table, 
before her brother. — He seizes it : 
he recognizes the hand writing. I 
think I can see his hands tremble, 
while he bursts the letter open. 


Ha! something has fallen to 
the grotind, which Sen:pronia pos- | 


sesses herself of without loss of” 


uime.—She hojds it up tiumpbente, 
ly to her biotrer’ A key? Can 
it be that, which I saw Cordelia 
even now take off the ring ? The 
same idea struck the amiable pair, 
for they ure already in the draw- 
ing-room. ‘The bunch. of keys is 
in the hands of Sempronius. The 
iook of anguish, with which he lets 
the bunch fall again, tell me too 
piainly, that it is that very key. 


Sempronia urges him to read 
the letter. To judge by his coun- 
tenance, matters are now worse 
than ever. The note could have 
contained but few words, for it was 
read in an instant, and if his sister 
had not stopped him in time, in- 
ufiotber instant he would have 
torn it in a thousand pieces. 


I suppose the postman is impa- 
tient, for he bas just sent the 
maid servant up with a message. 
She is gone down again with a 
small wax light in her hand, which . 
usually stands upon the chirney- 
piece. Sempronia picks up the 
bunch of keys, and replaces them 
in the drawer —She takes the let- 
ter from her brother, and examines 
it. She points to the superscrip- 
tion with an inquiring look. He 
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shaxes vis wead. No; he* knows 
notniug of the person, to whom. 
the ietteris addressed. Cordelia 
in secret correspondence with a 
person, of whem her husband 
knows nothing ?* “Tha. looks very 
ili! And yet that persom may be a 
won, Cone, my dear ulcie, 
let us believe the best : when 
the e are two sides of the ques- 
tion, I always prefer the most ig- 
vourable ; and to think anaccused 
person in the rignt, Uli ne is actu- 
aily froved to bein the wrong, i 
not the most prudent plan as the 
worid is coustituted, at ieast, is cer- 
tainiy the most amiable. 


The maid returns with the wax 
taper lighted. The ieiter is seai- 
ed again with one of Cordelia’s 
own seals, which lay on the writ- 
ing table. Now then away stalks 
Se:npronia., - She restores the let- 
ter to the periidious postman, who 
bows, and leaves gher; and now a 
cerner of the street deprives my 
eyes of the pleasure of gazing up- 
on this paragon of iemaile chastity. 

(To be continu:d.) 


Soe 


From the Boston Mirror. 


NEWS FROM THE DEAD. 
On Matrimony. 
From my own residence in the Mercurial 
"Planet, Sept. 10, 1715. 


Sir, 
Tue advice I have to give 
you on this occasion is, first, that 


ra 
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You woud Nol take juicy, out ica- 
von for your guide inthe chuice of 
a Wife. Fancy will iead you tothe — 
choice of one who may pieise you 
for the present, with some dazzling | 
perfection-im the exterior ; but, 
believe me, this wione wiii never 
make you happy in. one that is to 
be your close coaipunion for fife. 
Exterior beauty ts of itself very 
slrovt itved, and the pleasure where: 
with it has engayed your. fancy, 
will be: shorter than that. «A, hand- 
some face will never long piease, 
when other disagreeable qualities 
give you troubles that disquiet you 
more than they . can delight you. 
The good qualities ‘of the mind, 
the longer you converse with them, 
the more they’ll engage you, « I 
would not have you go- directly 
against your fincy neither, ia this 
your choice. Ifyou cun meet with 
a virthous woman, that is mode- 
rately discreet, and truly humble, 
and against whom your fancy. finds 
no dislike in other respects, marry 
her, and you will be a happy man. 
Her discretion. will help her to 
manage well that part of the com- 
mon concern taut fails to her share, 
if she be truly’ humbie,-she will 
be tractable and obedient, and tree 
from that obstinate and stomachful 
pride, which is commonly miscall- 
ed by. the name of an high spirit. 
If she be truly -humble, she wiil 
not run mad afier shew and state, 

nor teaze you to waste your estate 
in equipage and fine trappings, and 
in loading your rooms, with costly 
‘rifles. If she be truly humble; 


she will engage your affections 
8 
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charms of an 
; nothing be- 
ing more distasteful, than the vani- 


Wita the irresistible 
unailecied carriage 


ty of aifectution, to those who set 
throws it. 
ownao you, that 1 think it will be 


‘Though Limust needs 


ex'remejy hard for you to meet 
With tins negidve virlue In a wo- 





man.  Affectaiion is an epidemic 
distemper, that hiasy i lear, niect- 
edi the who.e sex from the hichest 


to the lowest. i have scen a cham- 


ber-midd half an hour beiore a 
glass, practising airs in turning 
’ 

ba 


her mop, and a mi:k-msid correct- 


lig her-cow in an affected tone. | 
h.ve atso seen a dingy drab oves 
the wash tub, studying Gut some 
new hypocridical conceit, to be 
Whispered iu ihe ear of Lier lover, 
With an air of artifice, at their hext 
mee'in. 
inucbed to this folly in tie fiir 


sex, in their ordinate desive of 


Na kind, however, wre 


pleasing, and making conquests. 
It has reclaimed thous.ncs ef pus- 
sionate jovers, and prevented as | 
many from becoming desperate. 


Fabius was pleased with Celia | 


the first time he saw her, and was 
bevinaing to feel in his breast the 
effects of he. beanty, had not a con- 
Vinciny proof of ber affected car- 


Yiuge come into his detivery. One 


d: y having rathered up a paper 
of her’s, that fell to the ground un- 


+ 
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known io her, the perusal where- 
of, gave-him to wunierstind, that 


C. dia had consposed for her own 





use, a litle Weatise, wherein she | 
had matked down all her studied | 
airs ia Ouu Characiers, jnteilizivie | 


oe eng nt ee ce ten ee at nner steese-se -ene 


only to herseif. This she daily 
practised before her glass, and as 
Habius expericnced zfterwards, she 
was very periect in her exercise. 
A small part of this ingenious 
piece is as foliows, which | recom- 
mend to lacies for their vade me- 
cum. | 


Airs in evtering a room—O—,», — 
Airs wih my fang F A—OW 9 
4irs mM Wapping my snufi-box, AA—H 
Looks when surpris’d, AAAA 
Devout dooés at church, © QQ O,. 
| Looks sfier a jest, —O—& ¢ O— 
sco. ufil Zooks, K—A—Z. GS 

Looks when saluting ——C€ C C. O. #. 
Tones when asking a favour, OQ—. 0. 
Chiling tones, OX. AV— 
G ances oO ee oe ee 
Ogles —— 9 — I—O — 


Ogles, tor mi. F. V ft—P>—O... 




















Fabius, soon after he had perus- 
ed this peper, made hera_ visit, 
and purposely gave her opportu- 
nity to display ull her studied airs. 
C.iia was infinitely pieased with 
_ herself and him, and thought him 
the best company in the world. 
| Sie might have, been admired in 
turn, had not this discovery of her 
affectation wroughta perfect cure 
in him. 


“Mercury. 


ON BACKBITING. 


If my sentiments be odd, 


| Remember truth is sterling gold. 
| Corton. 





IT may be possibly thought, that 
| this subject has, already, -been ex- 
' bausted ; or that that the author 
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havi us received abuse. himseif, 
tukes this opportunity of fee:ngly 
deciaring against an ‘odious vice. 
If uny supposition of this bind 
should exist, he now openly ae- 
knowiedzes, that aithough he has 
so:netiines been singied out by the 
sous of slander, as a mark for thet 

weapons; yet either because of 
his own proof, or their unskililui- 
ness. in attacks, he never was 
wounded ; for aii their arrows have 
falien beneath him. Nor will be 
say that he is compieteiy free trom 
the vice himself: butthis is a strong 
proof, that he is adequate to judge 
of its pernicious influence. He 
would ask those ‘gentiemen, and 
ladies, who have contracted a fond 
habit of backbiting, what extraor- 
dinary pleasure can be enjoyed in 
conversing on the foibles of our 
neighbours, over which sensibility 
wouid draw a veil ? In treating a 
subject, as it is generally treated 
at grog shops, taverns, or tea-ta- 
bles, in a promiscuous and desul- 
tory manner ; affording no mea- 
sure of instruction, and which, to 
an unvitiated temper, would be 
contrary to all the feclings of hu- 
manity.—* Charity,” we are toid 
by St. Paul, “ believeth all things.” 
Writ horrid pictures, which must 
be taken for true representations, 
are viewed by every man of chati- 
ty, who isso unlucky as to be 
caught in the company of back-bit- 
ers ? How keenly must his heart 
be wounded, to behold the carica- 
tures, drawn by these wretches, in 
which man is distorted out of his 
natural shape, and every feature 











se 
blackened with the darkest paiut! 
Can this be an inepreving wey of 


ming our vacant hours £ Ne ture 


and society are inexhaustible ; life 


conteins innumerable subjects wor- 
thy the attention of man; end 
such has been the care of cur be- 
neficept auther, that he has infin 
lieiy variegated our paths, and our 
subjects of pleasure “and know-- 
iedee. — He has scattered his tica- 


sures with a liberal hand, aid for 


one deformity, he has given us a 
| thousand beauties; or rather all 


are beauties, as they come from 
iim, but the depravity of men has 
tay nished their brightness. Strange 
that in such vast variety, one cane, 
not find a subject, which would 
serve the double purpose of amuse- 
ment and instruction. When we 
aré fatigued with study, or busi- 
ness, and wish for conversation, to 
vesuscitzte eur spirits, how many 
subjects naturally present them- 
selves, which would tend at least 
to fill us with innocent pleasure ; 
if not to add to our stock of know- 
ledge. We miay consider ita 
maxim, that backbiting betrays: 
vacuity of thought, and an inability 
to afford instruction. For I can- 
not believe, that an ingenious and 
knowing person, aithough he be 
morose in his temper, or of an en- 
vioys disposition, can possibly en- 
dure to trifle away his time for 
hours together ; employing his 
talents in the most contemptible, 
and the meanest of all employ- 
ments. It is mean,*not only in re- 
xard to the profit which it affords, 
but as itis aha to attack or ac- 
4 
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cuse a person ia his absence, with- 


| scene of horror, Narbai seized Se- 


out giving him en opportunity of |, iina as bis prize ; he was struck 


defending himseif. A honest man 
even on this score, would be ex- 
tremely cauuous of lndulying the 
habit. 


NARBAL AND SELINA. 
A TALE. 


IN the torrid regions of the east; 
where the sultry beams of the sun, 
Wiich parch the surfice of the 
earth, excit to a kind of fury the 
human passions, when uarestrain- 
ei by reason and reflexion, lived 
Navrbal, ine Arab; the chief of a 
wandering tribe, who subsisted by 
rapine and devastation. His form 
Was athletic, his eve fierce, his an- 
ger terribie ; yet was he not des- 
tilnte ofa kiad of barbarous gene- 
rosity, which sometimes held the 
pl ce of virtue ; as ali his passions, 
whether good or iil, were in the 
extreme. 


Ta one of his predatory excur- 
sions, at the head of his rapaci- 
ous followers, he attacked a small 
caravan of merchants going to Da- 
mascus. ‘he Arabs pluadered it 
of every thing valuabie, and mur- 
dvied most of the merchants, only 


a few being ab-e to muke thelr es- | 


cape. Among those who fell was 


a Greek, who wastuking his daughe | 


ter Selina, a beautiful pti of about | 


ten years of aye, with him to Da- 
mascus, where he totended to fix 


his residence la fuiure. Aid the 


vith her beauty, and ‘he pitied her 
wiih extrenie affliction. His heurt 


 sce:ned asf were tor the first Ume 
solicned into huniwuiy, and he em- 
ployed every attention to alleviate 


tue sorrows, and soothe the me- 
jaucholy of the joveiy Setina. 


As years passed on, ‘Selina in- 
creased in stature and beauty, and 


ao eye 


/ acquired not unly the good-wiil and 
_ tvicndship of Narbal, but inspired 
him with a mest ardent afiecuon. 
Convinced of his ‘sincerity, and 
yieiaing and gende in her nature, 
she returned his affection; she 
even at len,th embraced his reli- 
gion, and became his wife. She 
bore hin. a son, whom he named 
Ai; and for several years they 
lived in a state of as much happi- 
ness and content, as was compati- 
bie with the rude and predatory 
stuie of life in which they existed. 


Oe SOA gee + a ey tt 


Yet the wild fits of pxssion, to 
which Narbal was frequentiy sub- 
ject, often alarmed and iervified the 
gentle Selina ; but as he violently 
loved her, there was no very real 
cause for her fears. At length, 
however, the demon jeaiousy en- 
tered his head, and he thought that 
he could perceive a growing par- 
| tiality in the breast of Selina, for 
! a handsome youth, the son ofa 








chict ofa neighbouring tribe ; and 
| it was indeed true that the youth 
' bad seen und admired Selina, and 
"that he would gladiy have engaged 
vin an amour with her; but it was 
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not true that he was at all encour- 


aged by Selina, who had, indeed, 
scarcely noticed that he’was in the 
least attentive toher. But the sus- 
picions of Narbal, once exciied, 
could not be soon appeased. He 
W.s perpetually on the watch, and 
perpetually fancied that he disco- 
vered something to increase his 


own torment. His own life was 


become wretched, and he rendered | 


Selina’s the same, by his unjust 
suspicions, and the violence of his 
infuriated pas.ions. 


It chanced one evening, that Se- 


lina, and her son, Ali, left their | 


tent, to enjoy the cool of the even- 
ing, after the heat of a sultry day. 
Invited by the shade of a wood, 
which they saw at a distance, they 
entered it, and soon: so lost their 
way, that they did not find it so 
easy to get out as toenter it, and 
were overtaken by the- night. 
Narbal returning at the same time, 
and finding Selina had walked 
out, was immediately haunted with 
his usual jealous suspicions. He 
went out immediately in quest of 
her, expectiag now to make great 
discoveries. A fatal chance direct- 
ed his steps in the way she had 
taken; and he saw her and Ali 
neur the skirts of the wood. Alive 
to all the fears with which she had 
lately been impressed by his pre- 
sence, she uttered a light scream 
at the sight of him. As he knew 
the voice well, he was, certain it 
was her ; but the darkness of tle 
evening prevented him from im- 
mediately recognizing his son. 








His passion and jealousy wouid not 
suifer him to doubt that this was 
her paramour. He instantiy ad- 
vanced, and, furious with rage, 
plunged his sabre in his breast, 
andiaid him dead at his feet. Se- 
lina at the same moment, over- 
powered with horror, sunk lifeless 
on his arm. He raised the reek- 
ing blade to deprive her also of 
life, but a momentary return of af- 
‘ection held his hand. When the 
vioient storm of passion had sub- 
sided, and he was able to look on 
what he had done, he saw his son 
dead at his feet, and his wife, ‘his 
beloved Selina, breathless in his 
arms. Nor bouid any attention or 
art restore her to lile ; the horror 
of the scerie had taken too power- 
ful an effect on her delicate and 
feeble frame: she revived but for 
a moment, uttered two or three 
convulsive sighs, and then expir- 
ed. 


Narbal stood for a time, chang- 
ed, as it were, to congealed stone. 
Dreadful were his feelings. At 
length, reason forsook’the man 
who had not known to exert it in 
curbing the violence of his pas- 
sions. He became furiously in- 
sane, and in this miserable state, 
survived several years, a wretched 
example how, by not restraining 
brutal passions, human nature may 


be reduced to the verge of abso- 


jute brutality. 


True love, like the eye, can 
bear no flaw. 
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VARIETY. 
@RIGINAL AND SELECTED. 


ANECDOTE OF LORD KELLY. 


Lord Kelly was like his preto- 
type Falstaff, “ not only witty him- 
self. but the cause of wit in other 
men.” Mr. Andrew Belfour, the 
Scottish advocaie, a mun of con- 
siderable .humeur, accompanied 
by great formality of "manners, 
happeted to be one of a convivial 
party, when his lordship was at 
the head of the table. After din 
wer he wasasked to sing, but ab- 
solutely refused to comply with 
-the pressing solicitations of the 
‘eoupany. At length Lord Kelly 
told him he should not escape ; he 
must either sing a song, tell a sto- 
ry, or dink a pint bumper. ‘Mr. 
Beifour, being an abstemious man, 
chose rather to tell a story, than 
the forfeit. “One day,”’ 
said he, in pompous manner, 
“4 thief, 1m the course. of his 
roun 's, saw the door ofa church 
open. He walked io, thinking that 

ven there he might lay hold of 
Having secured the 


incur 
a 


something. 


pulpit cloth, he was retreating, | 


whenlo! he found the door shut. 
Afier some consileration,he adopt- 
ed the only meats of escape lef, 


. ! 
namely, to Jet himself.down by the 








rang, the people were alarmed, 
and the thief was taken, just as he 


_ reached the ground.. When they 


ree 


were dragging him away, he look- 
ed up, and emphatically addressing 
the bell, as J now address your 
lordshifi, * Had it not been,” suid 


\. 
he, “for your dong tongue, and 


' officer. 
_ ped by a-revenue_ officer at Bursie- 


empty head, I had made my es- 
cape.” 


A short time since, a curious 
hoax was piayed upon an excise 
A countrviman was stop- 


| don, where he took from him two. 


casks of spirits, which he suspect- 
ed had been smuggled. After the 
officer had carried the liquer from 


- Bursiedon to Litcifieid, a distance 


| to be ieft here.” 


of three miles, the man suddcoly 
stopped.at a house, saying —“ It is 
‘The officer re- 


' plied —“ No; as I have seized it, 
/it must goto the excise-ollice,” 


scli-rope. ‘The bell, of course, }! 


‘and immediately proceeded with 


thecasks.” ‘“ Notgo fast, mas- 


ter,” veplied the countryman, “I 


have a hitle bit of paper here, 


| which, if you will take the time 


and trouble of reading, you will 
find it is to be left in this. house.” 
The officer having read the pap- 
er, exclahmed, “ Why, you rascal, 
this is apermit; why did you not 
shew it to me before ?? * Be- 
cause,” answered the man, “ if I 
had, you would not have been so 
kind as to have carried the liquor 
so farforme.” — 
Lon. frafr, 
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A face ious farmer of Yorkshire 
who had a-mind to be witty at the 
expeuce. of decorum, lately received 
a rebuff, which was takea with 2s 
muck good humor as it was given : 
A tidy had been walking with 
him over her farm, and shewiag 
hi.u her sheep and other atock : on 
their ve'urn, just as they were en- 
tering the house, the lady exclaim- 
ed, “ dear me, you have not seen 
my calf, Sir,—* No madam (said 
the farmer) I never saw higher 
than your ancle.” The lady ot 
course elt herself rather confused 
at this unexpected sally. but soon 
recoliecting herseif, observed, ** that 
she shouid hever see a calf again 


Without chinking of Aim Pe 
id. 





ANECDOTE. 


A country schoolmaster asked a 
sailor what was the third and half 
third of ten pence. The fellow 
who was illiterate and consequently 


unacquainted with Arithmetic, very 


in veniously evaded the answer by 
intimating tit hismessmates were 
by, and he did not care to give that 
for nothing, which he had paid for 
at so dear a rate, by application and 
expence ; addiag, that he could set 
the schooimaster a much harder 
sun? This not a little piqued the 
pedant, who felt his weli learned 
consequence hurt to be told so by 
an unettered tars What is it? 
cried the former. Wey, replied 
the sailor, “ If a.pound of cheese 
cost four pence, what wiil a cart 
load of turnips amount to.’ 








Dr. Reresbury who iived in the 
reign of Charles II. while walking 
in the streets of Windsor, observed 
a person pass him with attention. 
Offended at length, by an observa- 
tion so pointed, he roughly re- 
proved the stranger for his imper- 
tinence—who, bowing and civilly 
‘sking his pardon, informed the 
Doctor that he was‘a painter, and 
was then designing a picture of Na- 
than reproving David ; ahd never 
had he seen a face so reproving as 
that of his present antagonist. The 
Doctor, enraged, used still harsh- 
er linguage. “It is enough, sir,’ 
replied the artist, “I have got as 
much as [ desire, and am greatly 
indebted to you.” Saying which 
he cooily walked away. 


A few days ago, one of those 
untutored sons of Erin, who sell 
nuts, &c happening to go into a 
shop in which a very tall gentle- 
man was, who, after chaffering 
some-time with the nutman for 
his wares, stepped towards the 
door, saying, “ I am long enough 
here.” Och! God biess you, my 
honey,” says Paddy, “ you're éoo 
long any where.” | 


Henry the [Vth being told by 


his gardener, that there were sey- 
eral spots at Fontainbleau where 
nothing would grow, requested 
him to plant a bed of attornics, 
for they would flourish any where. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 
AF ragment. 


weer SUCH Is the man of experi- 
ence and principle, whose f:iend- 
ship is a treasure more valuable 
than both Indies. There is some- 
thing about him wonderfully sooth- 
ing and consolatory ; a certuin 
charm in all he does and says, that 
strangely softens and ravishes eve- 


ry sy. wpithetic mind. In his pre- 


sence the labouring breast Is re- 
licved, and the sweiling neurt gets 
vent; the saddest soul becomes 
cheerful, and sorrow dies away. 
In short, he enters into the spirit 
of whatever affects us, with a sen- 
sibility and eagerness peculiar to 
himself; his partial imagination 
broods continually over our inter- 
e€3.; our image, dearer to him 
tian life, is constanly uppermost 
ia his thoughts ; and his heart, like 
a string never out of tune, like an 
instrument. ever true to the touch 
of a master, is invariably in unison 
with ours. 


O friendship, thou best blessiag 
that the best of beings bestows on 
the best of mortals! thou fairest 
amd fullest image of heaven and 


immortality! Without thee the | 


world is dark, and life a dream ; thy 
voice is the language, the harmo- 
ny, the mutual gratulations of con- 
genial and sentiment.l spirits ; thy 
presence the light, the comfort, 
‘ye glory of humanity. Peace and 
prosperity dwell with thee ; health 
and happiness are in thy ‘habita- 








tion; hope and joy, with a tuou- 
sand siniiing and nameless endear- 
melite, sparkle by thy side ; and 
divinity beams benignant wher- 
ever thou art. | 


Engmatical list of streets, from Chat. 
ham street. 


1. A man’s christian name— 
and a Castile. 

2. A rich ‘grain, 

3. An esteemed gem, 

4. A periodicai pamphlet. 

5. A iragrant flower, adding a 
letter-— and to conceal Changing a 
ietier. 

6. A delicious fruit. 

7. Three four.hs of a stubborn 
beast—and a smai fruit. 

8. A conserve of iruits—and 
one third of a convoy. 

9. A device, dropping a letter. 

10. To bend and two thirds. of 
a coarse bread. 

Ll. Half of a wench—and hu- 
man being. 

PsSALMANAZAR. 


A solution ts requested. 


Suwarrow was sincerely religi- 
ous ; took every opportunity of at- 
tending the offices of public devo- 
tion ; and has been known on Sun- 
days or Festivals, to deliver lec- 
tures on Piety, to them whom duty 
called to attend on him. It hup- 
pened that one evening he over- 


heard a captain abridge the prayer _ 


which his duty required him to re- 
peat at the guard—The field-mar- 








Jenner, of this city. 


Machesney, both of this city. 
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shai calied out to him—* Phouun- | Mrs. Adigail Wells, consort of Mr. 


consionabie, abominabie, impious, 
mil, thou wouidest cheat Heaven! « 
Thou wouldest, no doubt, cheat | 
likewise the sana and me ! | 
I shali dismiss thee.” | 








MARRIED, 





On Saturday evening, by the rev. 
Mr. Lycli, Mr. William Mercer of | 


this city. 


On Tuesday evening, by the rev. 
Mr. Lyell, Mr. Robert Ogilby, of. 
the house of Clark and Ogilby, to | 
Miss Ann Cox, both of this city. 


On Saturday evening, by the rev. | 


Bishop Moore. Mr. Isaac Under- 


dill, merchant, to Miss Elizabeth | 


Rhinelander, only daughter of Phi- | 


lin Rhinelander, Esq. ail of this city. | 


On Saturday evening last, by the 
rev. Mr. Townley, Mr. Stephen 
Lee, to Miss Rebecca Bunker, both | 
of this city. 





On the \st enst. by the rev. Mr. 
Lyell, Mr. Thomas Mounsey, mer- 
chant, of Albany, to Mrs. Sarah 
Pearce, daughter of Mr. Thomas 


| 
| 


On Saturday evening, the 4th instant, 
Mr. Fames P. Moore, to Miss Fane 


DIED, 
On Thursday, the 9th inst. after 
a frainful and distressing illness, 
which she bore with exemplary pfie- 
ty, and resignation to the divine will, 








Nathaniel Wells. 

Ai Canaan, on the 6th ivwstant, 
after afew days illness, Mrs. Lydia 
Whiting, consort of John Whiiing, 
Esq. of that filuce, and daughter of 
Christopher Lefingwell, Kseqy of 
Norwich, Conn. 

On Sunduy last, at Grcenuich, 
Mr. John Stujiles. 


On Monday evening, of a lingerinz ill- 


| ness, Miss Ann Kavenagh 
Newark, to Miss Eliza Vardin, of | 7 tind 


On Tuesday afternoon, Mr. Earthole- 
mew M’ Grath. 

On the \7th ult. at Goshen, om 
the Kiver Muskingum, state of 
Ohio, the rev. 
Senior Missionary 


David Zeisbergery 
of the United 
Brethren among the Indians, aged 
eighty seven years, and nearly 


seven months. 
fle was a native of Moravia, in 


Germany, from whence he emigrated 
aith his farents at an early age, to 
Herrnhuth, in upper Lusatia, for 
the sake of obtaining religious liber- 
ty. In 1738 he came to this coun- 
try, landed in Georgia, where at 
that time some of the United Bre- 
thren had began a settlement, mere- 
ty for the furpose of preaching the 
Gospel to the Creek nation. From 
thence he removed to Pennsylvania, 
and assisted at the commencement of 
the settlemenis of Bethlehem, and 
Nazareth. Ever since the year 
1746, a period of 63 years, he has 


| with few and short intervals, been a 


misstonary among the Indians, ma- 
king himself master of sundry of: 
their languages. 

Our city insfiector refiorts the 
death of 23 prersons, during the 
aveek, ending on Saturday last. 
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peace, ¥ 
M:.ke mea hermit, and renounce the 
world, 





for the Lady’s Miscellany. 


“HOW bright that star,” said fair Ext. 
ZA—JOo— 

** How bright'that star’°—Venus emits 
her rays 

With double lustre, since thou, Euiza, 

Lent it refulgence from thy sparkling 
eyes. 

The num’rous twinkling stars, conti- 

_ guous, 

** Which gild the court of Heav’n with 
sacred light,”’ , 

Help but to shew, but not eclipse, its 
brightness. 


So shines Medicis ;—The Graces 
wanton 


"Round their queen unrivalld; nor 
wishing, but 
To add, by contrast, to her radiance. 


So shines Exiza, and, “how bright 

that star,” 

W hose brilliancy attracts admiring eyes, 

Too dazzling for the heait—so0 when 
we view 

Bright Sol array’d in glory, who ceases 

T’ admire ?—Can cold philosuphy ob- 
trude, 

Striving to learn its nature—altitude ? 

And by what means it sheds its, genial 
warmth ? 

It is enough, its far beyond our reach. 


And how, Exiza, you possess’d the 
pow’r 





j 


| 








I dare not ask,—yet say, “ How bright 
that sar!” 

Oh ! may it never set, and could I add 

To its refulgence, now so bright, I'd 
die 

Amartyr to thy charms ;—er add an 
heur : 

To thy existence, Id direct the Fates 


By my own end, with happiness would 
die, 

Blessing my stars, and call it luxury. 

n CHEVIOT. 








THE IRISH EXILES FARE. 
WELL. 


ERIN—farewell! o’er.the wild ocean 

rozming, 
How oft to past transports shall me. 

mory turn, 

And when yon bright orb, in the west- 
ern wave sinking, 

"With its parting beams gild the 
mountains of Moarne ; 

Then, alas ! it will shine on my lov’d 
trative valley, 


Where first these sad eyes view’d the 


glory of day, 
On my humble roof'd cot, tho’ forlorn 
and deserted, 
It will smile as “twas wont in the 
e. ening’s of May. 


My Norsh, perhaps on the threshold re- 
Cuning, 
Its splendor shall view in sick’ning 
despair : 
And think on her Dermot, a heart-bro- 
ken exile, 
Far away doom’d to wander the vic- 
tim of care. 
Ah! never, my Norah, again shall your 
Dermot, . 
Midst the green vales of Erin so care- 
lessly roam ; 
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Far away is my country—my cottage— 
my true love 3 
Far away the wild mountains, which 
shelter my home. 


And oh! when L rove through Colum- 
bia s vallies, 
Midst wild pathless deserts, and fo- 
rests so drear : 
A sigh I shall waft o’er the dark heav- 
ing ocean, . 
For my Norah—my country, shall 
fall the fond tear ; 
And when, worn with grief, the pale vic- 
tim of sorrow, 
I sink on my couch, to my hard fate 
resign’d, + 
To thee, oh ' my Norah, my last tho’ts 
will wander, 
And thine the last sigh of an agoniz’d 
miud. 


————— 


To the Editor of the Lady’s Miscellany. 
Sir, 


In perusing your paper a short | 


time since, some beautifully written lines 


attracted my cbservation, apd recalled | 


to memory the following song, which, if 
you deem worthy, will much oblige a 
friend by inserting it. 


CONTENT WITH A COT. 


BY the side of a mountain, o’ersha- | 


dow'd with trees, 


With thick clusters of vine interming!'d | 


and wove, 

I beheld my thatch’d cottage, dear man. 
sion of peace, 

The seat of conteutment, of friendship, 
and love. 


Each morn, as I open the latch of my 
door, 

My heart throbs with rapture to hear 
the birds sing ; 

And at night, when the dance in the vil- 
lage is o'er, 








' 








Ot my piliow I stvew the fresh roses of 


Spring. 


When the herds quit their pastures, te 
Jap the clear stream, 

And the flocks in the vaie be extended 
around, 

I hide in the forest from noon’s scorch- 
ing rays, 

And the torrents deep murmur re-echo, 
ing resou d. 


I muse, but my thoughts are’ resign’d 
and serene, 

I regret not the splendor of riches and 
pride, 

The delights of retirement are dearer to 
me, : 

Than the proudest appendage to great- 
ness allied. 


Ising, but my song is the carol of joy, 

My checks glows with health as the 
wild rose in bloom ; 

I dance, but forget not, tho’ blithsome 
and gay, 

Chat I measure the footsteps which 
lead to the tomb. 


Contented to live, yet not fearful to die, 

With a conscience unspotted, 1 pass 
thro’ life’s scene ; 

On the wings of delight all the moments . 
do fly, 

And the end of my days are resign'd and 
serene. 

RAMAT. 


ADDRESS. 


To Julia Francesca. 


AM, why, dear Julia, since all bounte-. 
ous Heaw’n, 

To you the Muse’s genuine fire has 
given ; 
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Wili you not sound your great Creator's ADDRESS TO TWILIGHT. 
praise, 
And sing of his immortal works, and || HAIL! twilight, hail! thy calmness 
ways ? mild, 
Will; ou ‘not soar from this, to worlds || Is welcome to affliction’s child, 
above, ~ |) Congenial to the soul thy shades, 
And taste and sing of the Redeemer’s |} When sadness imperceptive fades ; 
love: How oft thro’ Summer's lengihen’d day 
You may be “lur'd 5y this delusive || I’ve wish'd in thy mild tents to stray, 
world, That faithful memory might review 


Tho notin dssipation’s chariot whirl'd, | 

Wealth, fame, and besuty may you | 
now attend, 7 

But none will stand, a true immortal 
friend ; 

Nought but the “ pure and _ spotless 
robe of white,”” 

Can ever clear us in Jehovah's sight ; 

Secure this pearl, you'll gain the noblest 
end, 

Which is the wish of your sincerest 
friend, 

EVELINA. 


a ee 


THE NEWSPAPER. 


AN empire of good and of evil, 
Of filsehood and truth in its turn ; 
Conducted always by the Devil,* 
Whose lashes mukes sinful folks 
mourn. 


A mirror of folly and fashion, 
A mart of wit, bon-mot, and joke ; 
The foe of Crim Con’s guilty passion, 
But friendly to fair Hymen’s yoke. 


The comfort and guide of the teacher, 
In dealing at home, or abroad ; 
The dread of the boasting invader, 
The brand by which traitor’s are 
aw’d ! 


Bright Liberty’s rock of reliance, 

W hen tempest her residence threat— 
The fosterer of art, and of science, 

Of every thing virtuous or great ! 








* The Prixter’s Devil. 


x 


The scenes that time can ne‘er renew, 
Until the mind, subdued by grief, 
Would fancy its excess relief. 
When day subsides, and Nature rests? / 
Thy stiliness calms the anguish‘d breast? 
The feeling minds sooth'd by thee, 

@ F < ae ‘e. 
And scarce regi éts her destiny. _ 


—— 
A whimsical character. 


In allthy humours, whether grave or 
mellow, 

Thou':t such a touchy, testy, pleasant 
fellow, 

Hast so much wit, and mirth, and 
spleen, about thee, . 
There‘s no living with thee, or without 

thee. 


—<“<<<{[(> > > 


TERMS OF THE MISCELLANY. 


To be delivered to city subscrib- 
ers at one dollar a volume, to be 
paid for at the conclusion of the vo- 
lume. Pe:sons residing out of this 
city, to fray in advance. 

Postage of letters to the Editor 
must be paid, or their contents 
will not be attended to. 
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